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THE BROKEN FAITH
LATELY, by clear Thames, his side,
Fair Lyc6ris I espied,
With the pen of her white hand
These words printing on the sand:
None Lycdris doth approve
But Mirtillofor her love.
Ah! false Nymph! those words were fit
In sand only to be writ:
For the quickly rising streams
Of oblivion and the Thames
In a little moment's stay
From the shore washed clean away
What thy hand had there impressed,
And Mirtillo from thy breast.
WEEPING AND KISSING
A KISS I begged; but, smiling, she
Denied it me: When straight, her cheeks with tears o'erflown,
(Now kinder grown) What smiling she'd not let me have,
She weeping gave. Then you whom scornful beauties awe,
Hope yet relief; For Love (who tears from smiles) can draw
Pleasure from grief.128              SIR    EDWARD    SHERBURNE       1618-1702

THE BROKEN FAITH

LATELY, by clear Thames, his side,

Fair Lyc6ris I espied,

With the pen of her white hand

These words printing on the sand:

None Lycdris doth approve

But Mirtillofor her love.

Ah! false Nymph! those words were fit

In sand only to be writ:

For the quickly rising streams

Of oblivion and the Thames

In a little moment's stay

From the shore washed clean away

What thy hand had there impressed,

And Mirtillo from thy breast.

WEEPING AND KISSING
A KISS I begged; but, smiling, she
Denied it me:
When straight, her cheeks with tears o'erflown,
(Now kinder grown)
What smiling she'd not let me have,
She weeping gave.
Then you whom scornful beauties awe,
Hope yet relief;
For Love (who tears from smiles) can draw
Pleasure from grief.